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"Ahem," said Mr. Morris. "That's abso- 
lutely correct. Billy. And we've just learned 
that his latest experiment is in a fair way to 
succeed." 

"That is news," Billy agreed. "Everyone 
knows that all substances are composed of 
atoms that are too small to be seen even by a 
microscope. Science has learned how to ex- 
plode the atom. But no one yet actually can 
slow up the rate of the explosions. It certainly 
would be a boon to mankind if Dr. Zingzag 
mastered the secret." 

Sterling Morris smiled secretly. He never 
ceased to be amazed at the alert intelligence 
of his star reporter. Billy Batson was still in his 
'teens, but there were few veteran newsmen 
who could match him in a 'story sense' or 
display greater determination in following up 
a lead. 

"I was sure you'd be interested," Mr, 
Morris said, as he was leaving, "and it will 
make a good item for your broadcast. Later, 
you can take a train to Dr. Zingzag's moun- 
tain laboratory and find out the details about 
ihis . . . er . . ." 

"Method for retarding the combustibility of 
atoms," supplied Billy. 

"Exactly what I was going to say," Mr. 
Morris agreed and closed the door behind 
him, before Billy could guess from his con- 
fusion that he hadn't the least idea what Dr. 
Zingzag's theory was all about. 

". . . there can't be any doubt that human- 
ity will be enormously benefited by the Zing- 
zag experiments." 

Speaking into the microphone in the sound- 
proof studio room, Billy Batson caught the 
signal of the radio engineer. Only thirty sec- 
onds remained. Just time enough to give his 
familiar sign-o/f. 

"This is Billy Batson. your boy reporter, 
bringing you the news behind tomorrow's 
headlines. Thanks, folks, and keep listening." 

Then he hurried out into the corridor. Mr. 
Morris came toward him. 

"Here is your train ticket. Billy," he said, 
pressing the pasteboard into Billy's hand. "I 
phoned ahead and told Dr. Zingzag that you 
are coming for an interview. You'll stay at 
his laboratory overnight. I don't want you 
making that long, tiresome trip back without 
a good night's rest." 



Just like Mr. Morris to be so thoughtful, 

Billy reflected. He never overlooked a chance 
to be helpful and kind. Then Billy glanced at 



the ticket. 




"You kno 


w," he said, "there's one thing 1 


don't unders 


land. Dr. Zingzag's laboratory is 


built on Moi 




"What's * 


3 strange about that? He and his 


daughter, Dorothy, are the only inhabitants." 


"But Mou 


nt Surosa is an active volcano. It 



erupted only a few years ago and buried an 
entire village. No one's been near it since. 
They say that the heat and gases are so ter- 
rible that no one can live within miles of (he 

"Well, well," said Mr. Morris. "I suppose 
that explains why Dr. Zingzag and his daugh- 
ter are the only inhabitants." 

"There's only one thing it doesn't explain." 

"What's that?" 

"How Dr. Zingzag and his daughter have 
been able to live there themselves. The? 
should have been asphyxiated or burned to a 
crisp long ago!" 

Chapter H 

DEATH FROM THE SKIES 

A LL through the long, dusty train ride, 
1 *" Billy felt the heat increasing. A dull 
copper haze hung upon the air, and when 
at last the distant bulk of Mount Surosa swung 
into view a plume-like tower of smoke and 
flame was seen rising from the blackened 
volcano mouth. 

The conductor came down the aisle. "Are 
you the one that's going to Mount Surosa?" 

"This is where you get off. We built a new 
station five miles away from that confounded 
(ire-eater. That's the nearest anybody in his 
right senses wants to go to it anyhow," 

"Do I have to walk the rest of the way?" 

"You mean to say you're really goin' toward 
the volcano from here?" 

"I'm spending the night at Dr. Zingzag's 
laboratory." 

The conductor shook bis head sadly. "Too 
bad," he said. "You're such a likely lookin' 
young fellow too." , 

On the deserted wooden strip that passed 
for a railway station, Billy Batson watched the 
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effect of gravity, our ship would have plunged 
straight through the earth." 

"Your ship?" Billy could not understand. 

"We have no time to waste on explana- 
tions. Dr. Zingzag is coming with us. We have 
need of his invention. Only those who will 
be useful to him will be allowed to accompany 
us on the return voyage. Are you his assist- 
ant?" 

"No. My name is Billy Batson." 

The man's crimson eyes Hashed. "Then it 
was your broadcast we overheard. Thank you, 
my little friend. If you had not mentioned Dr. 
Zingzag and his great invention, we would 
not be here. But 1 fear you are useless to us 
now." 

As he spoke, the man drew a curious, tubu- 
lar object from his metal belt. 

"The flame gun will bring you merciful 
death!" 

The tubular object leveled at Billy's fore- 
head. Only then did he realize the danger that 
confronted him. This strange, ruthless crea- 
ture intended to commit murder. But Billy 
had no intention of being the victim. 
■"Shazam!" he shouted. 

Even as the tubular object spouted a con- 
centrated stream of livid red flame, a crash 
of thunder and lightning roared down into 
the room! The magic name of the sorcerer had 
once again worked a miraculous change. 

Where Billy Batson had been, there now 
was the figure of the world's mightiest* mortal, 
CAPTAIN MARVEL! 

Against the invulnerable body of Captain 
Marvel the destroying blast of flame was use- 
less. The fire sputtered out against his broad 
chest. 

Amazed, the would-be-murderer gazed 
blankly at his flame pistol. Never had it failed 
him before. 

Only then did an even more incredible 
event penetrate into the man's brain. Stupe- 
fied, he looked about for the boy who had 
been destined to die in the blast of the flame 
pistol. The boy was nowhere to be seen. 

"Magic!" he muttered. "I did not know 
earth beings possessed such power." 

The next instant he had proof of greater 
power than even -he guessed. He was on the 
receiving end of one of Captain Marvel's 
punches. And Captain Marvel was feeling 
angry. 



The blow lifted the man's entire seven feet 
off the floor, slammed him violently across the 
room and sent him smashing part way through 
the opposite wall. Only the protection of his 
metal headgear saved him from serious injury. 

But he needed no further demonstration. 
Shouting an order, he scrambled to his feet. 
Seconds later the room was filled with others 
of his kind. 

"You called us, Tyrlo?" asked one of the 
new arrivals. 

Tyrlo had felt the power of Captain Mar- 
vel's wallop. But he still thought there was 
safety in numbers. No mere mortal, however 
strong, could stand against so many of his 
men. 

Tyrlo pointed to the red-clad figure of 
Captain Marvel. 

"Destroy him," he rasped. 

Captain Marvel laughed. "You're welcome 
to try," was his answer. 

Growling with rage, the men rushed at 
Captain Marvel. He stood his ground until 
they were almost upon him. Then his fist lash- 
ed out. A metal suited man groaned and col- 
lapsed limply. 

Another leapt to take his place. A hurri- 
cane of blows rained on Captain Marvel's head 
and shoulders. He never felt them. Then his 
own mighty fists rose and fell in piston-like 
blows. As they landed, men fell. Some twisted 
and crashed full length to the floor. Others 
dropped as though struck down by an axe. 
One unfortunate man walked into a Captain 
Marvel uppercut. He zoomed straight up to 
the ceiling, knocking loose a cloud of plaster, 
and plunged down to land with a sickening 
thump! like a sack of wet cement. 

Over the noise of battle. Tyrfo's voice 
boomed clearly: "Retreat to the ship! We can- 
not defeat him." 

"Not so fast," Captain Marvel cried. He 
raced toward the fleeing Tyrlo in the open 
doorway. 

Tyrlo whirled. He aimed his flame pistol 
toward the floor of the room. Rapidly he 
moved its arc of fire along the bare planking, 
and the scorched wood exploded into flame. 

"Ha-ha! Follow me and the girl dies." 

Captain Marvel's hand closed roughly oat 
Tyrlo's mailed suit, close by the throat, and 
the closely woven chain crumbled into dust 
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beneath that terrible grasp. Tyrlo groaned in- 
voluntarily. 

The words edged out from Captain Mar- 
vel's throat: "What do you mean?" 

"Dr. Zingzag's daughter. She's bound and 
gagged in the cellar. We were going to . . - 
dispose of her too!" 

"You murdering monster!" Captain Marvel 
dealt Tyrlo a backhand blow that sent him 
toppling out of doors. 

Then the world's mightiest mortal left his 
feet in a swooping takeoff.. Flying through the 
ring of flames, he splintered the cellar door 
to kindling' wood and zoomed into the dark- 
ness of the cellar which was rapidly filling with 
smoke. 

He found Dorothy huddled against a tim- 
ber post, with her arms bound behind her, 
and tightly knotted chains biting cruelly into 
her ankles. She was gagged with her own ker- 
chief. Despite her pain, and the danger, the 
brave girl's first thought was for her father. 

"What have they done with him?" 

"We'll soon find out." Captain Marvel 
finished with the job of freeing her. Then he 
caught her up beneath one arm. "Let's go!" 

Swiftly, Captain Marvel sped through the 
other laboratory rooms. They were empty. Dr. 
Zingzag was nowhere to be found. 

Suddenly Dorothy gave a cry, "Listen!" 

Captain Marvel heard it too. The roar of 
great engines kicking to sudden life. Again the 
walls shook. 

"Hurry!" Dorothy said. 

They raced outside. A huge cylindrical 
shape, the size of a streamlined battleship, 
flashed past them. Long streamers of orange 
fire shot out from the exhausts. 

"A space ship!" Dorothy cried. 

A fraction of a second after she spoke the 
queer vessel vanished among the clouds. 

Chapler IV 

THE PAYS GROW COLD 

'J'WO weeks passed with no word either of 
Dr. Zingzag or the space ship that his 
daughter Dorothy and Captain Marvel had 
wen flying away from the smouldering vol- 
cano of Mount Surosa. 

After putting out the fire that threatened 
to destroy the laboratory that Dr. Zingxag's 



genius had erected, Captain Marvel had said 
'Shazam' and became Billy Batson in time to 
help Dorothy continue her search for the 
missing scientist. But the search was in vain. 
The only explanation was that Dr. Zingzag 
had been kidnapped by the metal-clad giants, 
or that he had been destroyed without a trace 
by a blast from a flame pistol. 

Privately, Billy inclined to the latter view, 
remembering only too well how close he had 
come to suffering a like fate. If Captain Mar- 
vel had not appeared in time to save him, little 
would have remained but a heap of ashes to 
mark Billy Batson's mortal remains. Dr. Zing- 
zag might not have been so lucky. Tyrlo cer- 
tainly was an impatient man on the trigger, 
and even a cross word might have been excuse 
enough for him to employ his deadly weapon. 

As soon as possible, Billy Batson helped 
Dorothy to move from the mountain labora- 
tory that held so many sad memories. Now 
she was staying with an aunt and uncle who 
owned a house in a suburb near the city, and 
Billy Batson visited her on every possible oc- 
casion. ■ ■ 

Billy told himself that he did so because he 
wanted to know more about the details of Dr. 
Zingzag's remarkable discovery. AH the rec- 
ords of his experiments apparently we« 
mysteriously destroyed in the fire that gutted 
the laboratory. Now all that was left were a 
few scattered notes and Dorothy's own recol- 
lection of how her father's work had been 
proceeding. 

Of course, this would be reason enough to 
explain why Billy visited the young girl when- 
ever an opportunity arose. But the truth is 
that Billy found a pleasure in her company 
that had very little to do with atom-retardem 
or any scientific theory, however interesting 
and important. Dorothy seemed to like him 
too, to judge from the way she welcomed his 
is its. 

It was while returning from such a journey 
that Billy first became aware of the unseasonal 
chill in the air. For the past several days the 
sun had been shining brightly, with all tha 
promise of a pleasant early summer. Today 
the sun was again high in the heavcm, and 
only a few fleecy white clouds obscured thm 
faultless blue of the sky. The sidewalks shW 
mered in a golden haze. 

By all the laws of nature, it should 1 tun* 
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been hot. But the still air carried a winter nip, 
and the cold bit through Billy's summer worst- 
ed suit. He shivered and put his coat collar up 
about his throat. 

"Certainly is queer weather," he thought 
to himself. "I hope it will be warmer tomor- 
row." 

In the morning when BUIy awoke he saw 
that the frost had left an icy sheen over the 
window pane. He blew out a bjreath and the 
congealed vapor made a smoky ring in the 
cold air of his room. Quickly he dressed and 
hurried down to Station WHIZ. On the way 
he saw that everyone in the streets was wear- 
ing his or her winter overcoats. The cold 
seemed to grow worse by the hour. 

Mr. Morris was seated in his office, bundled 
up to the ears in a heavy overcoat and wearing 
ear flaps. Still, he was shivering incontrollably. 

'I never h-heard of such w-weather," he 
gasped. "It's at least fifty degrees colder than 
it ought to be." 

As the day wore on, the cold grew worse 
until it was impossible to venture out into the 
street. Even inside the Station Whiz building, 
with the windows closed and the steam clank- 
ing furiously in the radiator pipes, small 
groups of people huddled together to get what 
benefit* they could from their body warmth. 

"There's only one man who can tell us 
what's wrong," Mr. Morris opined. "He's 
James Aflister, the weather scientist. But no- 
body can get in touch with him. the tele- 
phones stopped working when the cold drove 
all the operators from their posts." 

"And nobody would be insane enough to 
go out in this weather. It would be suicide," 
said Mr. Morris' secretary from the depths of 
her fur coat. "You'd freeze to death before 
you traveled a block." 

"Maybe the ordinary person would," 
thought Billy Batson. "But I'll wager Captain 
Marvel would get through." 

Suiting the thought to the action, he slip- 
I ped outside the door of the office and whis- 
I pered "Shazam." Immediately there was an 
; answering crash of lightning and thunder. 

Captain Marvel appeared. He opened a 
window and stepped out onto the sill, carefully 
I closing the window 'behind him again. 
"Mustn't let the cold air get inside," he 
thought. Then he spread his arms and grace- 
fully dove out into space. He was eoing to 



see James Allister and learn the secret of tht 
mvsterious cold. 

Chapter V 

CAPTAIN MARVEL'S SPACE SHIP 

JAMES ALLISTER was a fat man, with 
black hair and a bent nose. His eyes were 
keen and friendly. 

"I've exhausted all the usual answers," he 
informed Captain Marvel. "Incredible as it 
sounds, there can be only one explanation. 
The sun is actually giving off less heat." 

"What can we do about it?" 

"Hope for the best. Perhaps the decline in 
the sun's power is only temporary. In that 
case we'll soon be back to normal weather." 

Captain Marvel saw a look of weary hope- 
lessness in the other man's eyes. 

"You don't really think it will get warmer, 
do you?" 

Allister shrugged. "No use pretending. An. 
other week of this increasing cold and the 
earth will be a wasteland no different than 
Antarctic is today. Civilization, as we know it, 
will perish. Only a few hardy souls will survive 
in the deserted canyons that once were popu- 
lous cities. Then, as the cold gets worse, even 
they will die." 

"What a horrible picture! Something must 
be done. It will be done." 

Allister looked into Captain Marvel's grim, 
set face. 

"If only scientists could get close enough 
to the sun to find out what really is happen- 
ing . . ." the sentence trailed off into despair- 
ing silence. 

"That's it!" cried Captain Marvel. "You've 
given me the answer." 

"I — I have?" stammered Allister. 

"Of course. Don't you see? We'll build a 
space ship. A ship that can travel to the sun!" 

James Allister tried to reason with Captain 
Marvel. He pointed out that man never had 
been able to travel in space, even though 
scientists had tried for years to solve the 
problems of interspatial navigation. ^It was 
madness to think that a problem which the 
combined intelligence of mankind had not 
worked out in many years could now be thor- 
oughly mastered in a week. 

Captain Marvel grinned. "Thre* days, 
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Allister. We can't spare a whole week. Not if 
your prophecy is correct." 

"Impossible '■ Even if the plans were ready, 
the mere construction would take longer than 
that." 

Captain Marvel stared thoughtfully into 
space. "The plans are almost ready now," he 
murmured. "I'm just wondering about a few 
minor details-" 

"You — you mean you're working it out in 
your head?" 

Suddenly Captain Marvel seized a pencil 
and fell to work. In seconds the pad was filled 
with involved algebraical formulas, with con- 
cepts for which mathematical symbols had not 
yet been invented and for which the world's 
mightiesi mortal used a shorthand method 
that only he understood. Allister was a scien- 
tist, but even he reaped that this was far be- 
yond his comprehension. He felt like a cave- 
man trving to grasp the meaning of Einstein's 
theory. 

Captain Marvel straightened. His forehead 
was still creased with lines of deep concentra- 
tion, but in his eyes there was a light of 
triumph. 

He said simply, "It can be done." 

Despite his better judgment. James Allister 
felt a surge of hope. In the presence of Cap- 
tain Marvel, the impossible almost began to 
seem within reason. 

The days thai followed were busy ones for 
Captain Marvel. During the first twenty-four 
hours, he sped back and forth across the earth 
gathering up the crew for this initial journey 
into the great unknown. Great astronomers 
from England, France and Russia; an obscure 
professor from a university in Holland who 
had a startling new theory about sunspots. a 
retired millionaire whose recent years had been 
spent in making an exhaustive study of the 
meteorites in outer space — all these were 
.mustered mto Captain -Marvel's crew 

Meanwhile, a horde of carpenters, eler^ 
tricians, welders, painters, plumbers, laborers 
of any description were working on the b!ue= 
prints that Captain Marvel had designed- Very 
few understood what thev were building. 
Those who did understand were speechless 
with amazement- The most cautious engineer 
could find, nothing wrong with the plans. 
Every objection was answered before it could 



be raised. Truly, the mind of the world's 
mightiest mortal had wrought a miracle. 

But the cold grew steadily worse. During 
the last day. Captain Marvel alone performed 
the work of the shivering men whose fingers 
were numbed to uselessness. He seemed to be 
everywhere at once, and the great ship steadily 
neared completion. 

On the last day, while the scaffolding was 
coming down. Captain Marvel received a visit 
from Sterling Morris. 

Sterling Morris' face was blue and pinched 
with the terrible cold. Almost hidden beneath 
the several huge overcoats he wore, he still 
shivered. The brave man had risked his life 
even to venture out into the open, without 
shelter. But a deep anxiety was preying on 
his mind. 

"I've heard about your great undertaking. 
Captain." he began. "Ordinarily. I wouldn't 
bother you with my troubles at a time like this. 
But Billy Batson has disappeared." 

"He . . uh - . . has?" 

"Billy left Station Whiz day before yester- 
day. There's been no word of him since. 
Dorothy and I have been frantic with worry." 

Captain Marvel thought quickly. Then he 
raid: "I should have told you, but I've been 
thinking so much about the space ship I for- 
got Billy is here with me. If you'll wait a 
moment, I'll get him for you." 

Ducking behind a pile of scaffolding that 
shielded him from view. Captain Marvel pro- 
nounced the magic word 'Shazam'! In an- 
other second Billy Batson reappeared to greet 
Mr. Morris. 

Billy smiled. "I'm perfectly all right. Mr. 
Morris. Il was awfully good of you to come 
way oui here looking for me." 

Mr. Morris put his arm around Billy's 
shoulders. "Wouldn't have had a moment's 
peace if I didn't." he said. "There's someone 
else who's been worrying about you too." 

A small figure appeared in the doorway to 
the great barracks-like shelter that Captain 
Marvel had built to shelter the workers on the 
space ship. 

"Dorothy!" Billy exclaimed. 

She waved to him. In a little while Billy was 
at her side. Within the shelter, she threw hack 
the fur hood that almost covered fftr face. 
Billy saw that she was flushed, her eyes shin- 
ing- 
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"Billy, you, must persuade Captain Marvel 
to let me go along on the journey to the sun." 

"What? Don't be silly! It's too dangerous 
for a girl." 

"You don't understand. I'm sure my father 
is still alive. Call it intuition, but I've a feeling 
that somehow this mysterious cold is tied in 
with his disappearance." 

"I only hope you're right. If there's any 
chance of rescuing your father, we'll do it. 
But you can't be a passenger on this trip — and 
that's final.'* 

Several hours later Billy Batson stepped 
nervously into the giant space ship with the 
other members of the crew, and passengers. 
Two famed rocket-ship pilots were at the con- 
trols of the ship, and the other passengers 
were separated from them by a wall partition. 

"Ready for the takeoff." intoned a voice 
over the loudspeaker system, "fasten down 
your belt straps. Hold tight to the -arms of 
your seats." 

A convulsive shudder ran through the 
whole length of the ship; it shook its metal 
body like a dog coming out of water. Then 
with a single sustained roar it shot swiftly up, 
up. hurtling sunward on the most fantastic 
voyage in history. 

Chapter VI 

DISASTER BETWEEN THE STARS 

' I ^HROUGH the sheet of transparent metal 
that served as a window, Billy Batson 
ga?ed out at the most wonderful sight ever 
beheld by a mortal. Here in the inky darkness 
of outer space the stars glittered with a radi- 
ance magnified beyond belief. Behind them 
the large round globe of earth glowed with a 
greenish hue. and the shapes of continents and 
oceans stood out in bold relief. There was 
North America and almost in fancy Billy could 
see the city which had been their starting 
point. 

He was startled from his reverie by a voice 
saying. 

"I wonder what happened to Captain Mar- 
vel?" 

Billy furned. James Allister was seated 
directly behind him. and his fat face wore a 
worried look. 

"Captain Marvel didn't come aboard," Alli- 
ster explained. "At least, I didn't see him." 



"I'm . . . er . . . sure he's somewhere 
around!" 

"Let's look for him then," said Allister ris- 
ing and starting down the aisle. Billy rose 
quickly to follow him. Allister must not be 
allowed to discover that Captain Marvel was 
not on board. They might have need of the 
world's mightiest mortal later on and it would 
be hard to explain his sudden appearance if a 
search showed he never was on board. 

Allister tried the door of the small kitchen- 
ette which was installed so the passengers could 
enjoy a warm meal during their journey. 

"The door's locked from the inside," AUi- 
rter said. "Captain Marvel must be in there.** 

"The door is stuck, more likely," Billy dis- 
agreed, having his own reasons for knowing 
that Captain Marvel couldn't be inside. 

Billy rattled the knob himself. Useless- 
There was no doubt that the door was locked. 

While Billy puzzled over how this could be, 
there was a scratching noise as the bolt turned. 
Then the door slowly opened. 

"Hello, Billy," said a familiar voice. 

Billy swallowed. "Dorothy, you— you stow* 
ed away!" 

"You wouldn't let me be a regular passen- 
ger. And this is one ride where you can't dump 
a stowaway, or even take me back to port. In 
fact, you can't do anything — can you?" 

Billy frowned. "I guess not." 

Dorothy smiled brightly. She had a really 
wonderful smile. Billy's heart turned over 
painfully, and dropped like a dead weight in 
his chest. Until this moment, he had success* 
fully concealed from himself the real odds 
against their venture. In his heart he knew 
they only had one chance in a hundred of ever 
returning alive. Every man on board knew 
and accepted the risks though the fact never 
was mentioned. 

But Dorothy didn't know. Unwittingly, she 
had stowed away on a voyage of no return! 
In his concern for Dorothy, Billy Batson for 
the first time felt the full certainty of the 
dreadful fate that awaited them, somewhere 
in the uncharted trillions of miles of empty 
space. 

How the end would come no one could 
foresee. A meteorite, perhaps. The jagged 
fragment of a star blasting and tearing a hole 
in the space ship's metal sides while the life 
giving air poured out into the immense 
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vacuum of space. Or they might be pulled off 
their course by the gravitational attraction of 
Venus or Mercury while en-route to the sun. 
Somewhere in the foggy, marshy land of 
Venus the space ship would crash and sink 
from sight forever in the ooze. Perhaps the 
arid, baked ground of the planet Mercury, 
smallest of all in the solar system, would be 
their final resting place. 

Even if they reached the sun, Billy was not 
sure that the quadruple layers of heat-resistant 
metal designed by Captain Marvel could prove 
a barrier against the mind-shaking horror of 
fires that leapt a thousand miles straight up 
from the surface of the sun, of temperatures 
that were estimated to run as high as a billion 
degrees centigrade. As likely as not. their tiny 
ship would plunge straight into the heart of 
the gigantic flaming mass and there be, in a 
twinkling, melted down like kindling in a 
furnace. 

The sun was cooling, science said. But for 
science all things were relative. By earth stand* 
ards even a cooling sun created temperatures 
unlike any that man ever dreamed of. 

This train of thought was interrupted by 
a voice on the loudspeaker calling Billy Bat- 
son's name. 

Billy went forward and " found the two 
pilots in their cabin. Ed Conklin. the co-pilot, 
removed his headphones and handed them to 
Billy. 

".You know something about radio." he 
said. "Tell me. Doesn't that sound like a signal 
to you?" 

Billy fastened on the headphones. At first 
he heard nothing. Then there was a slight 
buzzing noise which faded and returned again, 
more strongly. The buzzing noise repeated it- 
self in what seemed to be a pattern. 

"Code." Billy whispered, not daring to be- 
lieve his own ears. What kind of transmitter 
could send a signal this far out into the void 
of space? 

Billy took up a pencil, and transcribed the 
sounds he heard- There were blank spaces 
when the sound faded, but what remained was 
enough to identify the message beyond doubt. 

"D . . . i . . . zag . . . ailing!" 

Billy dropped the pencil with a shout. Ed 
Conklin glanced over his shoulder at what 
Billy had written. 

"Doesn't make sense" he commented,. 



"But it does!" Billy cried. Rapidly be 
sketched in the missing letters and showed 
the pad to Conklin. "There's your message. 
I II never doubt a woman's intuition again." 

"What do you mean?" 

"That message reads, 'Dr. Zingzag call- 
ing!' " 

"I knew it," Dorothy breathed, when Billy 
told her about the message. "What else did 
he say?" 

Billy showed her the pad. now filled with 
notations from the incredible conversation 
which had just taken place. 

"Your father is a prisoner on the sun," 
Billy explained. "Tyrlo and the others who 
kidnapped him were sun-people, and they 
brought him back in their space ship!** 

"What did they want with him?" 

Billy sat down beside Dorothy. "The sun- 
people need his atom-retarder. It seems the 
sun, which burns pure atomic energy, is grow- 
ing too hot even for the sun-people. They live 
within a giant dome of metal that is supposedly 
impervious to fire, the same kind of metal that 
goes into the making of their space ships and 
enables them to travel to and from (he sun." 

"Then how can the heat bother them?" 

"For countless thousands of years they've 
been safe within their dome. Now it's begin* 
ning to crack from the terrible heat. Their 
scientists decided that the only hope was to 
reduce the temperature of the sun to make it 
livable for them." 

Billy fell silent. He could not meet 
Dorothy's eyes. 

"I'm afraid it's my fault that they found out 
about your father," he said. "The sun-peopl< 
arc centuries ahead of us in the development 
of fadio transmitters and receiving sets. They 
were able to pick up my broadcast telling 
about the invention. Without knowing it I put 
Tyrlo on the trail." 

Dorothy's small white hand covered Billy's 
in a gesture of sympathy. 

"You meant no harm. No one could pre- 
diet what would happen. Besides sooner or 
later the news would have been released. The 
sun-people would have learned about it any- 
way," 

"I can't help blaming myself. But I'll make 
up for it. Somehow, Dorothy, f promise that 
we'll find and rescue your fatherl" 

A choked voice shouted a warning. The 
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giant space ship veered suddenly to one side 
as a frantic hand twisted the wheel. 
"METEOR!" 

That one word set off a trigger in Billy's 
hrain. He leapt up. Through the transparent 
metal window-shield he caught a glimpse of 
a huge, scarred missile roaring straight down 
upon them out of the endless night. The- 
meteor seemed to glow with an eerie, ghastly 
light. 

The meteor grew larger in the twinkling of 
an eye. Larger than the moon or the earth. 
Or so it appeared, hccause as the deadly frag- 
ment of a planet hore down upon them, no 
one could judge its true size. 

"We're doomed!" cried James Allister. 

Billy cried: "SHAZAM!" 

But the echoes of his voice were lost in the 
awful, tearing concussion as the meteor smash- 
ed into the reeling ship. The darkness was 
filled with great flame colored images, with 
sound bursting beyond the, range of hearing. 
A swift vision passed of the mighty earth frag- 
ment as it ripped apart the metal sides of the 
ship and hurtled out through the opposite side 
to continue its mad dance through the solar 
system. 

Hardly anyone noticed the flash of light- 
ning and thunder that accompanied the tre- 
mendous catastrophe. Beside the power and 
fury of the terrible collision all other sights 
and sounds were as nothing. Even if the light- 
ning had summoned Captain Marvel, it would 
have made little difference to the dazed and 
blinded survivors. What good could he do? 

Death waited for them in the endless 
vacuum between the planets. Death sucked the 
air from the belly of the once-mighty space 
ship that now floated, forlorn and helpless, far 
from help. 

The voyage of no return was over. 

Chapter VII 

TYRLO'S REVENGE 

COMEWHERE on the sun life went on. 

Within a spacious metal walled compart, 
ment inside the Great Dome, a lonely figure 
bent over an elaborate radio transmitter and 
receiving set. Dr. Zingzag was waiting for 
further word from the ship that was coming 
to rescue him. But no word came. 



Only half an hour before. Dr. Zingrag - 
managed to elude the guard that Tyrlo assign- 
ed to him. He escaped on the pretext that he 
was going to the supply room to pick up a 
needed part for the atom-retarder he was 
building. While the guard waited outside. Dr. 
Zingzag escaped through a rear entrance into 
the radio room. 

The whole affair was perfectly timed. Days 
ago Dr. Zingzag noted that the radio operator 
was absent for one full hour each day, and 
during that period the room was empty. 

There was only a wild hope that he could 
get a message through to the earth. But he 
had seen enough during his short stay in the 
Great Dome of the sun-people to convince 
him that their science was capable of working 
miracles. In fact he was surprised that long 
ago they had not discovered the principle of 
the atom-retarder for themselves. 

When the signal was picked up and an- 
swered by the space ship already en-route to 
the sun, no one could have been more sur- 
prised than Dr. Zingzag himself. 

Not until then did Dr. Zingzag learn of 
the terrible fate that had overtaken the earth. 
Perhaps he should have been able to guess. 
With the aid of the documents stolen from 
his laboratory, the evil Tyrlo built a small 
model of the atom-retarder. It worked well 
enough to reduce the amount of atomic energy 
being released by the incalculable amount of 
exploding atoms on the sun. Therefore, the 
sun cooled. 

When that happened, inevitably the earth 
received less benefit from the sun's rays. 
Freezing cold set in and would increase. 

But now Tyrlo, by forcing Dr. Zingzag to 
help, was building a far larger and more com- 
plicated model of the atom-retarder. His in- 
tention was to cool the surface of the sun 
enough to make it livable for the sun-people. 
Then they would be able to leave their Great 
Dome. The whole sun would be theirs to in- 
habit at will. 

But tt no longer would be the sun. It would 
be the only warm planet in a whole solar sys- 
tem of dead, cold worlds. Only enough heat 
would he retained in its interior to make liv- 
able its surface area which was twelve thousand 
times that of the earth. 

Over ninety-two million miles away, the 
earth would move lifelessly in iu unending 
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orbit. The civilizations of man would be less 
than a memory. 

Tyrlo must not succeed. Dr. Zingzag 
thought fiercely. Captain Marvel was aboard 
that rescue ship. Together, they would find a 
way to defeat Tyrlo. 

Dr. Zingzag pressed the high powered re- 
ceiving headphones to his head. Why didn't 
he get any further word from the space ship? 
A dark thought crossed his mind. Could any- 
ihing have happened to Captain Marvel and 
the others in the rescue party? 

"You save me the trouble of killing you 
myself!" 

Dr. Zingzag whirled as he heard the sonor- 
ous, clear voice with the icy undertone of 
cruelty. 

Tyrlo and the guard were standing in the 
entrance to the radio room. 

"You are a fool," Tyrlo continued. "Your 
usefulness is almost at an end now, with the 
large atom-retarder nearing completion. I 
was wondering how to kill you. and explain 
your death to King Lazar, Lazar is such a soft 
hearted idiot that he might object to your 
being — er — eliminated. But you have saved 
me the trouble." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Communicating with anyone outside the 
sun is an offense punishable by death under 
our laws. So it was decreed by the first voy- 
agers from Outer Space who landed here and 
built the Dome. They were rebels and out- 
casts, and feared that their hiding place would 
become known to their pursuers. That is why 
they made the law, and it still stands." 

"I see," said Dr. Zingzag. Slowly he stood 
up, and removed the headphones, placing 
them carefully on a gleaming metal table top. 
"I am ready." 

Tyrlo addressed the guard. 

"King Lazar will insist on a trial. I'll see to 
it that the proceedings are brief. As prose- 
cuting attorney, I shall ask for a sentence of 
death.'" 

"What are your orders, Tyrlo?" the guard 
asked. 

"Remove him to the dungeon. The trial 
will 'legin at once. The earthman will die this 
very night!" 



Chapter Vtn 
MAROONED OIN MERCURY 

T^HE lightning and thunder that craahatiT 
within the mortally stricken space iWp 
brought the world's mightiest mortal. Captain 
Marvel, to the scene. But no one noticed. 
Stunned by the collision, the crew and pas- 
sengers lay insensible on the floor of the 
doomed ship. 

Only Captain Marvel moved. Working with 
the speed of light, he locked the doors of the 
air tight compartments. Luckily, the meteor 
struck the galleys aft of the ship and, except 
for some provisions, nothing was lost. But in 
ripping through the opposite side, the meteor 
blasted the life-giving oxygen apparatus into 
a heap of rubble. Only enough air remained 
to sustain life for a few hours. 

Further investigation disclosed that the 
steering mechanism had also been crippWL 
The rudder controls no longer worked and fna 
giant ship could not maneuver. 

Glancing at the instrument panel, Captain 
Marvel saw something that chilled his blood. 
The space ship was no longer floating idly b» 
space. It was falling! 

The explanation was simple. Unable to 
move on its own power, the space ahip was 
caught by the gravitational attraction of th# 
nearest planet. Like a magnet attracting a 
steel filing, the planet mass was drawing rh* 
space ship toward it. 

Captain Marvel looked at the speed indica- 
tor. The dial was stuck at the top of the regis- 
ter. Through soundless space they plunged at 
a speed faster than the mind could imagine. 
Plunging on — toward disaster on the planet 
Mercury! 

As the projectile swept on into the airless 
atmosphere of Mercury, Captain Marvel open- 
ed the air lock. Clinging to the hurtling ship, 
he closed the lock so that no precious air 
would escape with him. Then he was outside. 

Captain Marvel spread his arms and called 
on all the speed his mighty body could muster. 
Zooming along at a rocketing pace beside the 
space ship, he saw the round globe of Mercury 
swell up before him. An arid, baked plain 
swam into view. 

Still he raced along beside the hurtling ship. 
It seemed that he could go no faster. Thee 
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he summoned an extra burst of energy and 
sped a short distance ahead of the prow. 

"Now!" he shouted, as though to give him- 
self courage for the tremendous task ahead. 

Whirling, he faced the oncoming jugged 
naut. Thousands of tons of metal crashed 
head-on into him. He was sent reeling down, 
down toward the ground below as the doomed 
ship pressed on to keep its fatal rendezvous. 

Groaning with effort, Captain Marvel ex- 
erted his tremendous strength. Mentally he 
computed the rate of fall. It was still much too 
fast, despite his efforts at atmospheric brak- 
ing. There was less than a mile to go. 

Captain Marvel heaved up on the prow. The 
space ship lifted its nose slightly, flattening 
out. Again and again Captain Marvel bent his 
power to the herculean task. 

He could almost feel the ground sweeping 
up to him. Quickly he shifted position, flew 
to the center of the space ship which was now 
falling horizontally down. Twisting the great 
vessel, he put it into a spin to further arrest 
its speed. Then he placed bis shoulder be- 
neath the center and lunged up with all his 
might. 

In that instant, they crashed. 

Captain Marvel was beneath the space ship 
when it slammed to the ground and the im- 
pact drove him deep into the stratum of 
soil that formed the crust of the planet. Then 
his feet struck solid rock. Above him he 
could see the sleek metal body of the space- 
ship, only a few inches into the soil. 

The titanic battle was over, and Captain 
Marvel had won. The space ship had survived 
its landing- 

The place they made their landing could 
not have been better chosen. Some three miles 
one way an escarpment shimmered in the heat, 
its face pocked by a multitude of deep caves. 
In the other direction lay a long stretch of 
swamp ground, where strange colored purple 
weeds grew 10 fantastic heights. To have land- 
ed either on the escarpmenj or the swamp 
would have meant certain destruction. 

Within the space ship, the crew and pas- 
sengers flocked to the metal windows for a 
closer look. Everyone forgot his recent escape 
from death in the wonder of actually gazing 
onto another planet. 

"Why — why. it's beautiful," cried Dorothy. 



"Almost as lovely as our own earth, but in 
a different way." 

Captain Marvel stood nearby. Since his re- 
turn to the ship, he had discovered that none 
of the crew or passengers had been killed by 
the collision in space. Only a few were in- 
jured seriously enough to warrant medical 
care, and the doctor that Captain Marvel 
brought along for just this purpose was al- 
ready looking after them in the infirmary. 

"Mercury only has a diameter of three 
thousand miles," James Allister was explain- 
ing to Dorothy. "I've often wondered what 
the weather would be like here." 

"There isn't any weather," interjected a 
famous Belgian astronomer. "Mercury is the 
smallest of all planets in the system. It's too 
small to keep an enveloping bell of atmos- 
phere. Since it has no air of any kind, there 
can't be any weather." 

"And a year here is only eighty-eight days 
Jong," added James Allister, anxious to show 
that he, too, knew something about the planet 
they were visiting. "You see, since Mercury is 
the planet nearest the sun, it only takes that 
long for it to make a complete trip around." 

Captain Marvel cleared his throa;. "We've 
no more time for sightseeing. We've a great 
deal of work to do — if we expect to leave here 
alive!" 

Everyone turned toward him. 

"The oxygen apparatus was smashed," Cap- 
tain Marvel explained. "We can't expect more 
than a few hours before the air in these com- 
partments will be exhausted of its oxygen. 
With every breath we inhale life giving oxy- 
gen, and exhale carbon dioxide. And carbon 
dioxide is a suffocating gas." 

"Then we're doomed," cried Ed Conklin. 
"We're killing ourselves with every breath we 
take." He pressed his hands to both temples 
and a wild look came into- his eye. "Ha-ha. 
That's very funny. Ha-ha-ha!" 

Suddenly he straightened. "I think I'll go 
for a walk," he announced. 

He reached the door of the air lock before 
Captain Marvel grasped his shoulder and 
swung him about. Captain Marvel slapped 
him across the face. "That's suicide," he 
snapped. 

Dorothv drew in a sharp breath. Someone 
stepped forward as though to protest. 

Ed Conklin looked up at Captain Marvel. 
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He shook his head slowly, as though clearing 
his mind of strange fantasies. The queer look 
in his eyes faded. 

"Thanks, Captain MarVel. I needed that." 

"None of us can afford to lose our grip 
now, Ed. If one starts, we'll all end by going 
haywire." 

"You're right. It's just that — everything 
seems so hopeless." 

"It's not as bad as you think. We're going 
to repair the oxygen apparatus, right now." 

Captain Marvel turned to the group of pas. 
sengers. 

"Professor Van Hundt, will you come with 
me?" 

A small man with a spade beard and eyes 
that twinkled behind heavy tortoise shell 
glasses stepped forward. 

"I want you to take a look at what remains 
of the equipment. Then tell me what is to be 
done." 

After a few moments critical survey of the 
jumbled heap of metal, Professor Van Hundt 
said gravely: 

"It is impossible. All the necessary parts 
are destroyed. This cannot be rebuilt." 

"The pieces of metal are still there. You 
can give me the specifications, and I'll make 
the parts you need." 

"My dear Captain Marvel, I have great re- 
spect for your ability. But I am afraid you do 
not fully understand. Each part must be pre- 
cision built, within a fraction of an inch. We 
lack the necessary instruments, not to men- 
tion the machines needed to mold the metal 
into shape." 

Captain Marvel stooped and picked up a 
seared, twisted metal plate from the floor. 

"This, for instance," he said, and his fingers 
worked with the solid metal like the fingers 
of a child manipulating a mass of putty. 
"What particular shape would you desire?" 

Professor Van Hundt's eyes widened be- 
hind their tortoise shell glasses. He watched 
as.Captain Marvel unerringly ripped off 3 thin 
metal shaving no wider than a sixteenth of an 
inch without any apparent effort. Then with, 
his thumb and forefinger he pressed it secure- 
ly back into place so tha't no line remained to 
show where the suture had occurred. Only an 
unbelievable pressure could do that 
"Well?" said Captain Marvel. 
"Let us begin work," •nwered Professor 
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Van Hundt. "I will believe anything now.* 

In another hour the work was finished. 
Completely assembled, the oxygen converter 
stood in its accustomed place. To the closest 
inspection it was not apparent that there ever 
had been any damage done to it. 

"We're safe now," Captain Marvel an- 
nounced. "The carbon dioxide in the air will 
be convened back to oxygen when it passes 
through the machine. We should be shoving 
off in a few minutes more." 

"But it will be dangerous." objected Pro- 
fessor Van Hundt. "That gaping hole in the 
ship's hull . . . "the steering mechanism . . . 
"I'm going to fix that now." 
"But you can't . . ." Professor Van Hundt 
caught himself in mid sentence. With a weary, 
baffled smile, he added: "Of course you can 
do it. All my years of scientific training tell me 
that it is impossible. But of course you can 
do it." 

Professor Van Hundt was right. A far 
minutes later the space ship's rocket motor* 
turned over. Then, like a sleek shark cleaving 
the water, the giant projectile leap! smoothly 
upward. 

The epochal voyage to the sun waa tw 

sumed. 

Chapter IX 

TRIAL OF DR. ZINGZAC 

^J^HE trial of Dr. Zingzag was held in ttw 
throne room of King Lazar. The throne 
room was a vast amphitheatre with rows of 
balcony seats overlooking the great center halL 
At the far end in the massive throne chair sat 
the ruler of the sun-people, King Lazar. ■ 

King Lazar was a plump man, not quite so 
tall as his people, but still somewhat above six 
feet six inches in height. Hs smooth, round 
face was beardless, and glowed with a soft 
pink radiance rather than the ruddy crimson 
color of Tyrlo, his first minister. 

"You have heard the evidence, O 
Majesty," Tyrlo said, pointing to Dr. Zingzag 
who stood before the throne. "This, man is 
guilty of breaking our laws. The punishment 
must be death." 

"I don't agree," King Lazar said. "Obvi- 
ously this man could know nothing of our 
laws. It would be unfair to condemn bun for 
a crime he committed ui ignorance," 



"Ignorance is no excuse," snapped Tyrlo 
impatiently. "He has communicated with the 
outside. The law prescribes death. Surely, 
Majesty, even you will not set yourself 
above the law." 

"No," King Lazar answered reflectively. "I 
do not believe that any one man should be 
( above the law. The people should rule, 
f whether in the person of a King or a parlia- 
ment. And it is true that the people make the 
laws." 

"Then the sentence, is death!" cried Tyrlo 
triumphantly. 

King Lazar started to nod his head reluct- 
tantly. Then he stopped, and a gleam entered 
his eyes. 

"Wait. Does not the law say that only 
(hose who communicate with the Outside suf- 
fer the penalty of death?" 

"Correct. But I've already proved thai this 
man. . ." 

"Ah. but you haven't. You merely proved 
that he was using our radio transmitter. How 
f do we know that anyone received the message? 
j If they didn't, then he is guilty of no crime." 

"Absurd!" 

But there was something in Tyrlo's face that 
\ showed he was not so sure. King Lazar sat 
J back on his throne with a satisfied smile. 

"It is plain that no one can communicate 
unless there is another to listen. Until we have 
proof that this message was communicated to 
someone from the Outside, I cannot pass sen- 
tence on Dr. Zingzag. I order him to be set 
I free." 

Dr. Zingzag bowed, "Thank you, your 
j Majesty." 

Just then an excited messenger broke into 
the great hall. He raced the full length of the 
room to the throne. Stopping there, he blurt* 
\ ed out: 

"A space ship is coming, O Majesty!" 
"What?" 

"Il is true, sire. Our Dome telescope saw it 
heading this way. At first we thought it was 
a wandering asteroid. But the radar-televisor 
sent us back an image of the interior. There 
are people within the ship!" 

"What kind of people?" 

The messenger hesitated. Then he saw Dr. 
Zingzag, and pointed to him. 



"They are people like him. Earth people.** 
Amid the confusion that followed, Tyrlo't 
voice rang out: "Here is the proof, O Majesty I 
The message got through. His people are 
coming in answer to it." 

A man leapt up from the first row of the 
balcony seats. He shook his fist. "They must 
die!" he shouted. 

The cry was taken up by others. Soon the 
balcony was filled with a seething, restless mass 
of sun-people, gesticulating and arguing. The 
tumult increased. 

King Lazar raised his voice. "Silence," he 
thundered, and the noise ceased. Lazar rose 
from his throne seat. "For many years I have 
reigned as your sovereign. Again and again 
I said that we should not live as a people 
apart, distrusting our fellows who inhabit the 
other planets. A few of you listened. A few 
believed. But most of you cling to the ancient 
laws, and the doctrine that all strangers are 
enemies." 

Tyrlo broke in; "Do you challenge the law* 
of our ancestors?" 

"I challenge whatever is evil, whether It be 
old or new. Because the men who pioneered 
on the sun were rebels and outcasts does not 
mean that we still should follow in their path. 
We are rebels no longer. I ask you to accept 
these men as friends." 

"This is treason!" Tyrlo shouted. "Even a 
King cannot speak so with impunity." 

But Tyrlo's voice was alone in protest. The 
crowd gathered in the hall knew and loved 
their King, and his words carried weight. 

King Lazar pressed his advantage. "We can 
open the vertical tunnel way to the Great 
Dome for their space ship to enter. As they 
pass through each of the locks, they will be at 
the mercy of our guns. The least sign of any 
unfriendly act, and we can annihilate them." 

There was a muttering of assent from the 
crowd. Tyrlo's face purpled with rage, and he 
strode away angrily. A door clanged shut be- 
hind him. • 

"Then it is agreed," King Lazar went on 
calmly. "These visitors will be the test of 
whether we will again be friends with the out- 
side world. 

"They shall be the first strangers to enter 
the Great Dome — except as prisoners!" 
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Chapter X 
LANDING ON THE SUN 

I 'HE trip from Mercury 10 the sun was un- 
eventful for those aboard Captain Marvel's 
space ship. But no one complained. There had 
been quite enough excitement and danger al- 
ready to satisfy everyone. 

Only one thought was uppermost in every- 
one's mind. Would the special metal con- 
struction of the space ship be able to withstand 
the terrific temperatures to be found in the 
sun's inferno? Or would the interior become 
an oven of steaming radiations from the hull, 
where no human life could survive? 

Even Captain Marvel could not be sure of 
the answer. All his calculations showed thai 
there was a margin of safeiv. But no one knew 
better the difference between a theory on 
paper, and in operation. This was the test, 
and from now on ihe facts would speak fur 
themselves. 

Captain Marvel's eyes remained glued to 
the thermometer fastened to the wall near his 
seat. The gauge showed the temperature to 
be 70 degrees. If. for any reason, the temper- 
attire started to rise . . . 

But the thin line of mercury within the vial 
remained stable at 70 degrees By now they 
were well within the aura of the sun. 

Captain Marvel breathed a deep iigh of re- 
lief, and settled back into his seat. 

"We're safe," he murmured. 

Ed Co'Jiklin shouted, "I've lost control of 
the ship!" 

In a single bound Captain Marvel Wai at his 
side. Ed Coiiklin pushed Jown on the rudder 
controls, tw.sied the steering whtd without 
effect. 

"I can't understand it." Ed said in a tense 
whisper. "Everything was going fine until a 
few seconds a<?o. Then nothing seemed to 
work." 

"The ship is still moving. It isn't out of 
control," Captain Marvel remarked. 

"Look!" Ed croaked, lie pointed with a 
shaking hand to the rudder p«daL 

Quite slowly and deliberiiiely , the pedal 
moved down; then it came up. The left rud- 
der pedal repeated the action. Then the steer, 
ing wheel moved slightly. 

"Holy moley!" Captain Marvel said. "The 



ship is running by itself. No — that's ienpus- 
bible. There's only one answer. Somebody's 
taken over control of the ship and there's 
nothing we can do about it!" 

"No use staying here," Ed Conklin mut- 
tered. "Might as well go back and join the 
passengers. Wherever we're going, one thing 
is certain. None of us is going to help with 
the piloting!" 

The last few thousand miles of their journey 
were the strangest of all. Through the billow- 
ing waves of blazing gases they plunged on, 
and then out of the inferno a dark opening 
loomed before them. Abruptly they entered 
a pitch black tunnel and sped down it with 
all the ease of a subway train going under- 
ground. 

Quite as suddenly they stopped. An endless 
time passed while the ship hovered motionless; 
then there was the distant sound of gate locks 
sliding apart and once again their journey 
was resumed. Ten times in all this happened 
before the ship emerged from the tunnel en- 
trance into the incredibly vast, curving dome 
that was the world of the sun-people. 

A crowd waited for them at the runway 
where the ship pulled in, sliding to a final stop 
in a parking chute with raised sides like the 
embankments of a toboggan run. Among that 
sea of faces, Dorothy saw one that brought 
from her lips a cry that was almost painful 
with its happiness. 

"Dad!" 

Chapter XI 

TYRANT'S TREACHERY 

T/~ ING Lazar made them welcome, and 
found quarters for all in his own palace. 
Journeying to the palace, along the glazed 
streets, they found curious sun-people staring 
toward them. But they didn't mind; in fact, 
they were staring with equally frank curiousity 
at the superbly built seven footers with the 
ruddy complexions and unwinking crimson 
eyes. 

Only Dorothy and her father, Dr. Zing.-ag, 
seemed oblivious to their surroundings. Father 
and daughter were still too wrapped up in each 
other to care about anything or anyone else. 

This explained why Dorothy did not notice 
the fact that Billy Batson was not present, just 
as the curiosity of the others explained their 
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own oversight. Each was sure that Billy was 
somewhere about and so did noi ask embarr- 
assing questions. 

Alone in his room in King Lazar's palace, 
Captain Marvel decided that it was time Billy 
put tn an appearance, just in case anyone did 
begin to wonder what happened to him. He 
quickly said "Shazam" and, as Billy Batson, 
went next door to knock on the door of Dr. 
Zingzag's suite. 

He found Dorothy and her father together. 

"You know," Billy began, "in all the excite- 
ment we've practically forgotten why we came 
to the Sun in the first place. Is it true that 
they are using your atom-retarder to cool the 
sun's fires, Dr. Zingzag?" 

"That is correct, Billy. The Great Dome is 
beginning to crack under the heat from out- 
side. Tyrlo's iuY-i is to cool the sun to a point 
where it will be livable for the sun-people." 

"That will mean death for everyone else in 
the solar system. If the sun cools, all the other 
planets will freeze." 

"I know. King Lazar doesn't like Tyrlo's 
scheme. But since it is a question of survival, 
he can't object too strongly. On this issue 
Tyrlo has the people with him." 

"We've got to do something — fast," Billy 
said in a worried tone. "Perhaps Captain 
Marvel can fix things to everybody's satis- 
faction." 

"How?" 

"I've got a smattering of an idea. I won't 
tell it to you now — because it sounds crazy. 
But I think King Lazar will listen." 

"He's the only one who will. In fact, we 
owe our lives to him. Tyrlo wanted to put us 
all to death." 

The tramp of boots came from the hallway. 
The sound of footsteps ceased outside the 
door of the room. 

When the door opened to admit a sun-man 
in full metal uniform, and equipped with a 
flame pistol, Billy instinctively knew that 
trouble was coming. He recognized the sun- 
man as one of those who had been in Dr. 
Zingzag's laboratory. That meant he was one 
of Tyrlo's followers. 

The sun-man raised his arm in a stiff salute. 
"I bring you greetings from the ruler of the 
sun-people." 



"Oh," said Dr. Zingzag, with evident relief. 

"King Lazar wants to see us?" 

The sun-man replied in icy tones. "The 
man called Lazar is a prisoner. You are sum- 
moned to an audience with King Tyrlo, ruler 
of the sun-people!" 

Billy gasped, "You devils! You've seized 
power by force. Bui you won't get away 
with . . 

He never completed the sentence. A stun- 
ning blow from the butt of the flame pistol 
sent him toppling. The floor came up sharply 
and hit him in the face. 

Billy awoke 10 find that he was stretched 
out full length on a wooden plank. The plank 
was the size of an ordinary hospital cot. Billy's 
arms and legs were lashed down securely and 
a gag was bound to his mouth to prevent any 
outcry. 

When he moved, he felt the plank shift 
slightly. This puzzled him, until he discovered 
that the plank was lifted several inches off ih* 
floor on tiny rollers. 

"Now I wonder what kind of a contraption 
this is," Billy thought. 

He looked around him. He was in a dark, 
metal-walled room. The only light came from 
a small skylight in a far corner of the roof. 
Along the opposite wall there were several 
chute like openings, similar to those used for 
packages in large department stores. 

A thought occured to Billy. The opening 
to the chute was exactly large enough to afford 
an entrance for the wooden plank to which 
he was bound. 

"Billy! :T 

With an effort Billy twisted his head. He 
saw Dorothy bound to a plank only a few feet 
distant from him. She had managed to loosen 
her gag by rubbing it against the side of the 
planking. 

"What kind of a place is this?" Dorothy 
whispered. Her eyes were wide with fright. 

Billy shook his head to indicate that he did 
not know. But a horrible suspicion was dawn- 
ing in his mind. In their journey through 
the Great Dome they had seen no mortuary 
of any kind. Yet the sun-people surely had 
some way -of disposing of their dead. 

Why could not that chute'opening lead 
through a long and twisting passageway out 
of the Great Dome? On a smaller scale this 



would then be a replica of the intricate tunnel 
which had received their space ship. 

Only this would be a one way trip. For the 
chute would be used just to send the bodies 
of the dead on their final journey — into the 
blazing incinerator of the sun! 

Billy heard a step beside his plank. Raising 
his eyes, he saw that two sun- men had appear- 
ed on either side of him. Stooping, they lifted 
the plank from the floor and carried it toward 
the chute. 

He heard Dorothy cry in an anguished 
voice, "Billy!" 

Glancing back, he saw the line of planks 
against the wall, each one with a human cargo. 
All his friends of the space ship, waiting an un- 
known death in this grimmest of mortuaries. 

That was the last sight Billy saw. The next 
instant the plank was placed in the steeply 
graded chute. The rollers sped him down into 
the darkness, turning and twisting through 
the passageway whose terminus was . . . 
DEATH! 

Chapter XII 

CONCLUSION 

TJILLY wasted no time in idle despair. Work- 
ing swiftly, he rubbed his cheeks back and 
forth against the side of the planking. At last 
the gag loosened a little. Billy shouted "Sha- 
zam" and the sound emerged in a muffled 
whisper. 

Within the long curving passageway, there 
echoed the sound of thunder, the dazzling 
blast of lightning. 

Captain Marvel sped back through the 
chute. He zoomed out the opening just as 
the two sun-men had lifted another plank with 
the girl, Dorothy, to send it down a chuteway. 

One blow from Captain Marvel's mighty 
fist changed their minds — permanently. Be- 
fore they hit the floor they were unconscious, 
and, in the same instant, Captain Marvel 
caught the falling plank from their hands. 

A few seconds more and all his friends were 
freed. With Captain Marvel in the lead, they 
went upstairs. They found Tyrlo and his 
trusted henchmen carousing in the King's 
chambers. 

Captain Marvel was not feeling amused. 



When the last of the bloody, battered 
wrecks that had been stalwart sun-men col- 
lapsed weakly against the wall. Captain Marvel 
rubbed the knuckles of his hand. He chose 
one of the least recognizable of the lot, and 
said: 

"You're coming with me, Tyrlo. I've got a 
proposition to make — to King Lazar!" 

Hardly any more remains to be told. 
Everyone knows the remarkable tale of how 
Captain Marvel persuaded King Lazar to let 
him move the Great Dome to a place where it 
would be safe from the terrible, destroying 
heat. The tale of that astounding feat where- 
by Captain Marvel alone transported the 
Great Dome through space to the planet Mer- 
cury has been recounted too often already. 
There is something of incredulity even in the 
way it is told, as though the tellers could not 
quite believe it themselves. 

Who could blame them? It is said that the 
sun-people do not really believe it to this day, 
and credit King Lazar with the miracle that 
moved them to their new quarters on the 
planet Mercury. Certainly few of those aboard 
Captain Marvel's space ship who accompanied 
him on that mind-staggering voyage can trust 
to the evidence of their own senses and, like 
the sun-people, attribute it to some titanic 
force of nature as yet unexplained. 

Out of the welter of conflicting stories, a 
few things are beyond question. The earth 
was saved from the horrors of a new ice age 
in which mankind would have been wiped out. 
And the sun-people, under the leadership of 
King Lazar, are restored to the great family 
of peoples which inhabit the worlds of our 
system. May they live forever in fellowship! 

In fact, Billy Bat son is the only one who 
could possibly complain at anything that hap- 
pened as a result of the epochal voyage to the 
sun. For he hasn't been able to see a certain 
girl named Dorothy as often as he would like. 
She is too busy helping her father, Dr. Zing- 
zag, in his laboratory. 

Of course, Tyrlo is not very happy these 
days, languishing with his followers in the 
dungeon of the Great Dome. But no one 
feels very sorry for him. As the saying goes — 
There is no place for evil — under the sun! 

THE END 



